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each other an idea probably very different
from that which we have now. If we knew
then how much we were to vex each other,
do you think that we would have ever met?
It is frightfully cold. I have to write a
ream of official prose, and I quit you the
more easily because the things I would say
to you are not full of tenderness. I am as
discontented with myself as with you. You
would be amiable if you wrote to me at
Dijon. Especially if you found under your
pen something less brutal than your last let-
ter. At Dijon, post* restanUr and do not
forget my titles and qualities !

LXXV,

AVALLON, AugUSt 14, 1843.

IN general I do not like my own society;
but when I am sad without good reason I
am pleased by complete solitude. I was in
this mood during my last days at Vezelay. I
walked on the terrace and philosophized on
the Ego and on Providence, if there be a
Providence, I thought of you also, and more
agreeably than of me. But that thought waser-te the memory of it. Good-by. Think
